>Lori's eyes open.
>They don't snap open, they don't crack open. They open normally, as if she just blinked. 
>Which may as well have been the case, the past six hours haven't helped the anxiety at all.
>She had assumed that, once Storm Week, or as Leni put it, "Scary Big Boom Time" passed, she would stop bunking with Lincoln and come back to her.
>She blinks.
>Room. Come back to her room.
>She squeezes her eyes shut. Her head is pounding again. 
>Where did that come from?
>She rolls over and gazes at her sister's side of the room.
>Leni's bed is empty. The covers are pulled back. A couple of her stuffed animals are missing, too.
>Rolling onto her back, Lori states blankly at the ceiling. She woke up because she can't hear her sister snoring and mumbling.
>Distantly, she thinks she should feel anger at this seeming betrayal. Or fear of her future abandonment.
>She's always wanted her own space to herself. And now that she has it...she doesn't feel anything.
>And she has no one to blame but herself.


>With a groan, she forces herself off the bed and onto her feet.
>She glances at the clock.
>She winces as 5:42 glares back at her.
>May as well make her rounds before she gets to business.
>In the entire week since Lori and the other had that impromptu road trip to Aunt Shirley's, Leni has only slept in her bed once.
>And that was at Lori's urging.
>It was the first time there was any colour to her day.
>Lori reaches for the knob. Her hand starts trembling again. She's had no strength for the last couple days. Not since her fight with Bobby, after she came home.
>At the thought of Bobby, her hand starts jittering harder than Nana Loud holding a lightswitch. She takes a slow breath and stares at her hand.
>Through sheer fortitude and more than a little intimidation, her quivering palm stops shaking. It slowly wraps around the doorknob, and with a click, cracks it open.
>Lori takes a quick peek down the hall first.
>She can see better in the dark than most of her sisters, but she's still grateful the moon is out right now. Aside from Lynn and Lucy's door being partially open, all the others firmly closed.
>Time for the rounds.
>Lori steps out of her room and creeps down the hall.

>Being closest, she starts with Luna and Luan's room. She first pulls lightly on the door, then twists the knob, swinging it open fully. That's the only way to avoid the hinges creaking.
>Luna and Luan's room is the hardest see, usually. Their window faces the tree, meaning there's almost no light coming in at night.
>Thankfully, Luan left the TV on, bathing the room in a soft, snowy glow. Again.
>Speaking of, there she is, draped over her beanbag chair, not ten feet from said TV. Again.
>"Snrk. Guk!"
>Well, there's Luna. Snoring away like usual.
>Lori takes a step in before she stops. She listens carefully.
>"Snrk...Guk. Hrugh-gh-gh....Snrk."
>There it is.
>Lori walks in with impunity. That Godawful death rattle that woman makes is a clear sign she's out cold for the night. Nothing short of throwing her in the tub or down the stairs would wake her.
>She frowns, seeing her arm hanging over the banister.
>That reminds her, she needs to apologize for that in the morning.
>Luan, however, is a relatively light sleeper. Aside from the snoring, she'll wake up to an outside noise, even an odd footstep. 
>Thankfully she tends to wear her headphones when on the beanbag. She was watching a movie again, maybe?
>More thankfully, she's a deep sleeper otherwise. Slipping the headphones off, Lori gently hefts up the slumbering standup and carry her to her bunk.
>As Lori pulls the covers over her, Luan cracks her eyes open and glances up, blearily eyeing her sister.
>Lori freezes.
>One.
>Two.
>Three.
>Four. Now.
>She sniffs loudly and clicks her teeth four times.
>Luan's eyes droop down again, and she's out like a light.
>It pays to have experience.
>Lori puts Luan's lappy back on her desk, places Luna's axe back in its case, and clicks the TV off, plunging the room into darkness.
>Closing the door, she makes for the next frame down the hall.


>Lori approaches the black door.
>Tilting the knob as hi up as she can, she rolls the knob around its loose joint, popping the lock with a click.
>Maintaining its position and twisting it, the entrance pops open and she peers in.
>Lynn's made a nest of balls and sporting equipment. Again.
>She's not under the covers, either.
>She's wearing that stupid lucha libre mask again, too.
>Lori pinches her nose. She'll deal with the sport freak in a minute.
>Now, Lucy's...
>Where's Lucy?
>Lori squints at the goth's bed. She presses her palm against the mattress. Then slowly sweeps along the length of it.
>Empty.
>She looks up at the...
>She can't think of the word. Top of the bed. Roof. Whatever.
>Ok. She's not tied there again. That's good and bad.
>Lori freezes, then slowly looks behind her.
>The closet. Great.
>In all her years, Lori has never been able to open it without producing some noticeable noise.
>But there's a always another way.
>She gets on her knees and leans in, pressing her ear against the slats of thin wood.
>...
>Nothing. Uh oh.
>Where else is there that she could be h-
>"Lori."

>Lori slaps her hands to her mouth to muffle her gasp.
>One of these days, she's going to make the little goth wear a damn dingly bell if it's the last thing she does.
>She glares down at her little sister. "What are you doing awake?"
>"What are you doing, awake, in my room?" Lucy retorts.
>"Doesn't matter," Lori answers, a little quickly. "Go to bed. Now."
>She maintains eye contact with Lucy, staring her down while asserting her authority.
>Well, at least she think she's staring her down.
>With the thick curtains closed, it's almost impossible to see in here.
>A couple moments later, Lucy sighs. With a vocal "Sigh. Fine."
>She climbs into her bed and lays there.
>If Lori didn't know better, she'd think she wasn't breathing.
>But that's Lucy for you.
>Wait. Lynn, that's right.
>Crap.
>With a quiet sigh, she turns to the sports dork. She's actually buried herself a little in her nest.
>Keep it together, Lori. At least she's not curled up outside Lincoln's room again.
>Carefully excavating the slumbering Lucha, she places her on the far end of the bed, spending a few minutes storing the equipment into her sports chest. Everything put away, Lori drags Lynn back to the head of the bed, rolling the mask off her as she does.
>Hmm. That wasn't so bad this time. Usually she'd take a-
>Fwhipp
>There it is.
>Lynn wasn't joking when she called herself a sleep-fighter.
>Lori's gotten more than a couple bloody noses fixing her bed.
>Her work complete, she double checks Lucy. Still there, good.
>She quietly slips out, of the room, leaning in to watch Lucy for another moment.
>Still there. Perfect.
>Lori closes the door, and moves on.


>Lori tiptoes to the twin's room next.
>She presses her ear against against the wood.
>Snoring.
>Different snoring.
>The odd chirp, buzz, and hiss of various animals Lana has captured this week.
>Good enough.
>Lori's not stupid. She does want to check up on Lola and Lana, but she's not risking having the wildlife cause a scene, and make her have to explain her reason for sneaking in.
>Not this time.
>Next up, Lisa and Lilly.
>She approaches the smooth white door.
>And promptly passes it.
>Lisa's upped security again.
>"Patent protection" she calls it.
>Or so she claims. But she's not willing to risk calling that bluff.
>Lola and Lana are one thing, but Lori's not going to enjoy being tased, and then deal with a screaming baby at six AM.
>Ok, last stop.
>Lincoln's room.
>Lincolns' and...
>Lori's stomach lurches painfully.
>She forces it to calm down, before continuing.
>Lincoln's room. Guest starring Leni.
>Nervously, the oldest sister of the Loud Family presses her ear against the door, holding the knob steady. Leni never closes his door.
>Like she wants people to come in and see them.
>She closes her eyes and tries to focus.
>Why in the world the old linen closest of all things be the most insulated room in the upper floor, she'll never know.
>Wait.
>Oh, no. It's just Cliff.
>Wait, was th-
>"Cliff, go away."
>With a light boot to the bum, the cat murmurs with a "Mmmrmmm?" and wanders off downstairs.
>Lori tries again. She focus on what's going on beyond the door.
>She can smell Leni's perfume.


>Soft murmuring
>Bodies shifting against the sheets.
>Two different sets of snores.
>They're in there, alright.
>Struggling to calm her frayed nerves, Lori steeled herself, and nudged open the door.
>The soft glow of the moon gave the room a gentle, silvery glow.
>She has to admit, under normal circumstances, this would be an incredibly romantic setting.
>If the writers could pull it off, of course.
>Leni's wrapped all over Lincoln. Lori frowns.
>Extremely close proximity.
>Roaming hands.
>Kisses.
>Whispering sweet nothings.
>And now they're sleeping over the covers, their body temperature keeping each other warm.
>This is the third time she's found them like this.
>The knots in her stomach tighten, and she struggles to keep herself under control.
>She has to put her foot down. She needs to talk to them, make them understand that this is not who th-
>"Leni?"
>"Hmm...Yeah, Lincoln?"
>Clasping the doorjamb for leverage, Lori swings herself out the door and against the wall behind the bed. Her hands glued over her mouth to muffle her gasping, she listens now to the siblings' talk.
>Stupid.
>They were awake.
>She didn't check for synchronized breathing.
>How could she miss t-
>"I need...advice."

>Lori takes a risk and checks her phone.
>No messages.
>Wait, no.
>Stop that. Focus, woman.
>5:57 AM.
>Outside of Lori, not a single person is awake between four and six-thirty.
>A dead hour.
>They planned this.
>They wanted the privacy for this conversation.
>"Aw, does my Widdle Wilcoln have a cwush?"
>"First of all, stop that. Second of all, N...no. Maybe. I don't know. It's just..."
>A crush? Maybe there's hope after all.
>"I just...don't know what to do when it comes to girls. How to talk to them. How to impress them. Tickling."
>"Vrrrrnnnn"
>Lori's eyes dart down to her phone. 
>One new message from: Bobby <3
>Not now.
>"Oh. Hmm, sorry. I just can't get enough of your hair. Listen, I know what you're feeling."
>"Vrrrrrnnn."
>Two unread messages from: Bobby <3
>Not. Now. Bobby.
>She hears Leni plant a few kisses on Lincoln.
>"Tell you what. I'm free Tuesday. We'll go see a movie, have a cheap dinner. Just the two of us!"
>Oh no.
>"What, like a date?"
>Oh God, please, no.
>No.
>"Not a date. Not really. It's just to show you what to do to impress a girl."
>"So a not-date."
>"Vrrrrrnnnnn."
>NOT NOW BOBBY.
>Lori, frustrated now at her phone, quickly tweaks the settings.
>There. Vibrate's off. Now, what are they s-
>"Ooh! Get me away from here I'm dying !Play me a song to set me free-"
>She turned on her ringtone. Stupid. Stupid girl.
>"Lori? Is that you?"
>OH SHI-
>Don't panic, Lori. Think. What are you doing loitering outside your brother's room at this hour?
>"At the final moment, I cried, I always cry at endings"
>Wait, that's it.
>Lori shakes her head, takes a quiet breath, and steels herself for what she must do.

>"Beh, Uh? Wh-where am Iouh!"
>Lori drops like a rock onto the carpet.
>"W-why am I in the hallway? What...what time is?"
>"Lori?"
>She looks up. Lincoln's leaning his head out of his room. Worry is painted on his face.
>"Is everything Ok? Why are you right outside my room?"
>Ok, so far, so good. Now for step two.
>Breathing heavily, Lori ties shaking the cobwebs out of her head.
>"I-I-I don't know. I was dreaming of B...Bobby, and then I hear the phone ringing, and I reached for it an-"
>A cool, soft hand rests against her cheek. Despite herself, Lori leans into it.
>"You just had a bad dream. It's Ok. Come on, stand up, let's get you to your room."
>Lori grins internally. Hook, line and si-
>She glances down as she shakily stands up.
>Oh dear God he's only in his underwear.
>She stares at her brother, taking it all in despite her internal screaming.
>He's definitely hitting puberty at full speed.
>He's grown taller, his limbs are getting longer.
>He's got a few whispy strands of hair on his chest.
>He's losing his baby fat. She can definitely see some muscle in his arms.
>His face is becoming a little defined. There's a hint of cheekbone and chin.
>He's definitely lost weight, though. She'll have to talk to him about his diet later.
>That cooling palm lets go and grasps her hand.
>"Come on, let's get to bed."
>She lets him take charge, leading her back to her and Leni's room.
>Oh. Right.
>"It's still Sunday, Lori. Get some sleep, Ok?"
>She doesn't respond to his encouragement, or his hug to her.
>Unlike his hand, he's practically radioactive with heat.
>It's a very comfortable heat, though. Soothing, even.
>A small wave of calm washes over Lori. Despite herself, she feels compelled to do as he asks.
>She simply grunts to him, though. Turning on her heel, she goes into her room and closes the door in his face.
>He'll forgive the rudeness. He always does.


>Keeping up appearances, Lori goes to her bed, sits down, and counts to thirty.
>At thirty, she gets up and almost runs to her door. She cracks it open, peering out down to Lincoln's room, straining her ears to pick up the conversation. 
>Something.
>Anything.
>Even though his door is still wide open, she barely pick anything up.
>Only snippets of their plans on Thursday, pretend something, act something else.
>Forget it.
>"Ooh! Get me away from here I'm d-"
>In a flash, Lori's phone is in her fist, about to be slammed into the wall at relativistic speed.
>She stops. Then looks at the phone.
>"Bobby <3"
>She blankly stares at the screen.
>Play me a song to set me free,
>Nobody writes them like they used to
>So it may as well be me!
>She sighs. She swipes the green icon, and raises the phone to her ear.
>"Hello?"
>"Babe! It's me, Bobby!"
>"Bobby, hey," she replies, realizing just how dry her throat's been.
>They had a fight a couple days after that trip. Four days without talking to each other, that's a record.
>But he comes crawling back, asking for forgiveness. Like always.
>They arrange a meeting later today. After work, Lori will meet up with Bobby and go see a movie, then do whatever comes next.
>Finishing the call, Lori slumps against the door, sliding down until she's firmly on the carpet.
>She could smell her all over Lincoln.
>Her perfume.
>Her shampoo.
>Her scented lipstick.
>Her skin.
>A flash of anger passes over her, before quickly dying out.
>He should have come to her.
>She should be the source of advice.
>Now, jealousy wells up in her. Grimy, poisonous jealousy.
>She's the oldest. She knows the most about dating.
>Hell, Leni has only been on one date in her life. And after that crisis, Lori's took it upon herself to screen potential suitors, for her own safety.
>A lot of people at school know she's not exactly a genius. A lot of people would gleefully take advantage of that.

>But Lincoln...
>No.
>There's no way he would take advantage of her trust, of her naivete.
>He's eleven, for God's sake! He's still tying his shoes like a four-year old!
>And like that, the fire's gone cold. The ashes fully dead.
>Lori's too physically drained to stand up, so she crawls to the closest bed.
>Leni's.
>Dragging herself into her Leni's bed, Lori struggles to keep it together.
>A few tears plop into the sheets.
>She's failing miserably.
>Stiffling her sobs, she pulls the cover over her, and tearfully sniffs her sister's pillow.
>The aroma of her shampoo helps calm her down, if only a little.
>She'll talk to them tomorrow. She will.
>The bed feels empty. Cold.
>She has to.
>She misses her.
>Lori told herself that she didn't dream before checking on everyone.
>She lied.
>She did dream.
>Vividly.
>Lori spends the morning rocking to and fro in her sleep, tormented by visions of Leni and Lincoln together.
>Intimately.
>Without a care in the world who knew or saw or heard.
>As she sobs in the background, begging them to stop.
>Please.
>Stop this horribleness.
>Worst of all, her body reacts to the nightmare as if it were just another adolescent fantasy.
>She'll have to change Leni's sheets in the morning.
>Oh, horribleness...

 >Lori pulls into the driveway, cutting the engine.
>It's only eight-thirty, but the clouds are getting bad again.
>Radio said there'ds be another string of storms. Great.
>It's been a long day, but worthwhile.
>Work went relatively smoothly, and she dumped Bobby without too much whining.
>She wasted ninety days of her life, but telling him off like that?
>That felt good.
>As she opens the door, the sheer silence catches her off guard.
>Usually there's a huge clamour at this time.
>"Hello?" She calls out.
>"Hi Lori!" Lincoln calls from the kitchen.
>She can smell eggs from the door.
>"Where is everyone?"
>"No idea, but there's a note for you."
>Lori enters the kitchen at this point. She can see the odd flash of lightning arc across the clouds.
>She grits her teeth and forces her eyes on her brother. Wearing clothes. Good so far.
>"Where's the note?"
>"Fridge. Would you like some eggs?"
>He looks at her, smiling. She hasn't eaten since this morning.
>"Why not? Three eggs, no pepper, twe-er. Please."
>Lori plucks off the scrap of paper.
>"Aunt Shirley broke something," Lori reads, out loud. "Mom and Dad took Lucy and everyone younger with them. They're worried I'm stressed?" She incredulously looks at her cooking brother. "Do I literally look stressed out to you?
>Lincoln glances back again, taking stock of her sister.
>He notes the circles under her eyes, the set jaw, the, uh...shaking fist.
>"Not, uh...not...really?"
>Lori can read the hesitation on his face.
>"...whatever. So Lucy, the twins, Lisa and Lily are gone. Where are the other three? Wher-"
>Her voice catches when a loud boom rumbled overhead. She quickly plays it off like she was just interrupted.
>"...Where's Luna?"
>"She left a note," Lincoln said, focusing on the eggs again. "Couldn't even read it. Something about me having a big butt, greasy pretzels and telling me to go away. I'm guessing a concert."
>Lori sighs, trying to calm her racing heart. She didn't expect it would start storming so soon. 

>"Ok. Concert sounds about right. Luan?"
>"I think she's in her room. Haven't heard a peep since I got home, but I'm not risking getting pied for checking on her."
>Lincoln finishes making the eggs, sliding equal heaping portions onto two plates. Placing the pan into the sink, he puts in a couple slices into the toaster.
>"Wait, who's got a big butt?"
>Lincoln shrugs. "I don't know. Luna didn't address who was supposed to read it. Just 'L.'"
>Lori pinches her nose. "I...I see. Ok, what about Leni? Thanks."
>The toast pops out, and he gets to work spreading some cheese onto the slices. His work done, he offers a plate to his big sister.
>"You're welcome. She's gone to the mall, won't be back late. Something about a super sale."
>Ok. Just her and him. Good. No pressure. They can talk.
>Lori flinches as another burst of noise explodes outside. She powerwalks out of the kitchen and into the living room. She needs something to keep her mind off the storm.
>"Come on, Twerp. No one's home, we get the TV."
>"Oh man, I didn't think of that! Nice, we can watch a movie, or play something!"
>Lori sits on the couch. She's starving, and Lincoln makes really good eggs.
>"Whatever, just sit over there."
>Lincoln sits down right beside her, already chewing on his dinner.
>Really now?
>"Hey. I literally just told you, go sit over there."
>She stabs a fork at the other side of the couch.
>Reluctantly, he slides over to give her some space. She turns on the TV.
>"Ok, I'm feeling nice. Your choice."
>"Can we watch Star Wars?"
>"...I'm suddenly feeling much less ni-"
>She yelps loudly as a peal of thunder jitters the room.
>She barely manages to keep from throwing her plate. Her hand is digging deep into the couch. She's breathing heavily, her head down.
>Calm down, Lori. Not in front of Lincoln. Breathe. You're doing fine, you're doing fine, keep it t-
>"Lori, are you Ok?"
>Crap.


>"I-I'm fine," Lori replies a little too quickly. She starts stuffing her mouth, thinking desperately to change the topic.
>"You sure?"
>"Yes I am sure!" she snaps, accidentally spraying Lincoln with egg.
>Ok, deflect with a confession, then get to the point. She swallows, then huffs.
>"...I broke up with Bobby."
>Lincoln looks genuinely shocked. He's an innocent kid.
>"What? Why?"
>"Don't want to talk about it. Eat your food and watch your movie."
>Lori manages to get her dancing knee under control. The silence has long since gotten awkward. She pokes at her toast. She sighs. May as well come clean.
>"We've been...having trouble lately, and I wasn't willing to put up with it anymore."
>She doesn't look at Lincoln. She doesn't want to see the childish confusion on his face. And here comes the stupid question in three...two...
>"I'm sorry it didn't work out, Lori."
>Lori looks at him. Didn't expect that. He's got a look of concern on his face.
>He's also way closer than she remembers.
>"Hey, personal sp-"
>"If...you want to talk about it, you know I'm here, right? I'll listen."
>Ok, what is going on? This is not how he should be acting.
>Lori finishes her plate, dumps it on the end table, and none too gently shoves him back onto his side.
>"I told you, I DON'T want to talk about it. You'll just blab about it to your twerp friend, and I won't hear the end of it."
>She turns to stare at the TV. She drums her fingers against the couch arm, impatient. Nervous.
>Lori stiffens when she feels Lincoln press against her, wrapping his arms around her waist.
>"...What are you doing."

>"I'm here, Lori. You can talk to me."
>Where on earth did this level of maturity come from?
>Oh wow, he's pretty damn warm.
>"You have five seconds to get your hands off me, or I swear, I will LITERALLY snap you in h-"
>A conveniently deafening burst of air drowns out her threat, but not her cry.
>Lori instantly hunkers down. Legs to her chest, head at her knees, hands pressed to her ears.
>She can't do this. She can't breathe. She needs to get in her room right now. Get to safety.
>"Lori, stop !" Lincoln yells, holding her tightly, struggling to keep her on the couch. "It's just thunder! It won't hurt you!"
>"I AM NOT AFRAID OF THUNDER! GET OFF OF ME!" she roars, prying his hands off her waist.
>KRA
>KOOOOOOOMMM
>For seven seconds it sounded like the world was ending.
>For seven seconds, Lori's instincts kick in, and she shoves herself into the closest set of arms, trying to make herself as small and as quiet as possible.
>She can't stop shaking. Even while Lincoln hugs her and reassures her, her body won't stop rattling.
>It takes several minutes for her blind panic to pass. She doesn't move for even more.
>"Lori?" Lincoln asks nervously. "Are you Ok now?"
>He can barely hear her response.
>"Please don't look at me."
>She lifts her head out of her position. She looks miserable.
>Lincoln quickly tugs the quilt off of the top of the couch and drapes both of them in it. Lori wordlessly lets him work, cradling her in the obscenely soft fabric.
>The power cuts right then and there, plunging the living room into eternal darkness.
>Lori whimpers, feeling the change in light through her closed eyes.
>Pathetic.


>It's different, Lincoln realizes.
>With Leni, she crushes him tight against him, sobs messily and loudly, and calms down when he pets her hair.
>Lori alternates between trying to push him away and draping herself over him, laying on top of him, her arms pinned under his body. Her sobbing is softer, more broken, like she's still trying to assert her control.
>Leni melts into his arms when he kisses her, Lori hates anything but her cheek being rubbed or kissed. Leni's more ticklish, she doesn't like her waist being touched. Lori responds more positively, though; her breathing hitches and her back arches slightly as he strokes her sides.
>Leni cries out at the thunder. Lori just holds her breath and shakes.
>Leni calms down to Lincoln's words. Lori just shakes harder.
>Interesting.
>Sighing, Lincoln just lays there, his arms loosely wrapped around Lori as she lets it all out. His shoulder's soaked in tears and boogers. The same shirt as his first time with Leni.
>Just wait it out, he thinks. She'll get off him eventually. He can hear the wind howling outside.
>Lori nervously cracks an eye open. Lincoln makes a point of not looking. She weakly pushes herself up, straddling her brother.
>She doesn't care that he can see clean down her shirt. She's too tired to cry anymore.
>"Do you want to go to bed?" he asks, calmly. She nods.
>Sliding out from under her, Lincoln takes Lori's hand and leads her to the stairs. Neither of them can see past the halfway point.
>She squeezes his hand, tightly. He squeezes back, and guides her up, slowly, tenderly.


>They stop for a moment at the bathroom to get a glass of water. She doesn't dare look at the mirror.
>Lori tries to follow Lincoln into his room when he changes into his pajamas, before sitting by the wall outside after a pang of thunder rings out.
>Her room. Finally.
>"Good night, Lori," Lincoln offers, still holding her hand.
>She doesn't say anything. She can barely look at him. She fell apart like a stack of Goddamn Jenga.
>She pushes the door shut, but doesn't close it. She limply plods to her bed, pulls back the sheets, and just falls onto it.
>She ignores the door slowly creak open. Or the soft footsteps approaching her.
>She doesn't react to her little brother violate her privacy or boundaries, nudging her closer to the wall so he can lay down beside her.
>She rolls over, facing the wall, away from him.
>Undaunted, he wraps his arms again around her waist, pulling himself closer into a weak attempt at spooning.
>"You don't have to be afraid, Lori. I'm here."
>He timidly presses a kiss at the nape of her neck. Her body responds entirely badly at the intimacy.
>Oh crap, here come the waterworks again.
>Lori weakly cries as Lincoln pulls the covers over them. She cries herself to sleep.
>Her last thoughts before slipping into an empty, dreamless void were "How can he be so warm?"


>Lori wakes with a start.
>Confused, she looks at the clock.
>4:47 AM.
>Nobody else is home, she won't have to make her rounds.
>Lincoln exhales against her chest, the brush of air causing her to shiver.
>Wait, Lincoln.
>What is he doing in here.
>A bullwhip cracking outside answers her.
>Oh. Right. That. 
>She looks down at her little brother.
>She must have rolled over at some point, they're wrapped around each other.
>Realizing this, she then decides to get her hand off his butt.
>She then notices she's still in her day clothes. Lori tenderly untangles herself from Lincoln's hold, and slips out to change.
>She takes her shirt off and glances back nervously. Lincoln snorts and grumbles something before falling back into this dreams.
>She changes into her jammies with haste, then slips back into her bed.
>Lincoln immediately latches onto her, and Lori simply allows it.
>She stifles a gasp when he buries his face in her chest. She bites her lip when his hands glide against her ribs just perfectly. 
>The coccoon of blanky does her no favours, trapping her in a sauna of toasty body heat.
>His hands then shift around her, absentmindedly rubbing her back.
>Her hands are trembling as she's played like a fiddle.
>Despite the exquisite sensations, Lori finds herself quickly falling asleep.
>She only has three thoughts as her lids get too heavy.
>Where the Hell did he learn how to do this?
>Is this why Leni stays with him?
>...Where did his pajamas go.
>She shivers again as his cheek rub against her boob, and then she's out again, pulling Lincoln tight as he unconsciously gropes her.

>At 7 AM, Leni comes home.
>She stayed over at a friend's house, since the storm basically trapped her there.
>She snuck out early, not wanting to explain why she hid in the bathroom all night.
>She'll deal with that can of worms when school opens up.
>The walk home wasn't so bad.
>Leni actually likes the rain, when there's no lightning.
>There's no sign of life in the house when she enters.
>She flicks the light switch. Nothing.
>Power's out. Whoopie.
>Leni doesn't call out. She doesn't want to be rude.
>She cries out, though, when she trips over Luna.
>"Ugh, Luna! What are you doing on the floor?!"
>The aspiring rockstar adopts a fetal position, trying to shield her pounding head.
>Her voice is at just the perfect pitch to make her hangover even worse.
>"Please stop talking."
>Seeing there's no point, and guessing Luan locked her out, Leni sighs and drops it.
>She picks a few bits of lint out of Luna's hair, helps her onto the couch, then goes to the kitchen to fetch her some orange juice for later.
>With Luna out like a light again, Leni continues. Bounding up the stairs, she's at her brother's room, knocking gently.
>"Lincoln," she singsongs, her voice positively dripping with affection. She loves feeling him squirm when she does that voice. "Sorry I didn't come home last night, wanna cu-"
>"...Lincoln?"
>He's not in bed. Where is he?
>Leni checks under his bed. No.
>The bathroom?
>No.
>Lynn's room?
>Ha! No. Why would he be in Lynn's room?
>...Under his bed?
>Wait, she already checked.
>Leni's getting antsy now. Where could he be?
>Wait, Lori might know. 
>She'll ask her. 
>"Lori? Are you awake?"
>She cracks the door to her room, and peaks in.
>Lori's been acting weird all week. Ever since she started bonding with Lincoln, she's gotten all cold and snippy, but always asking when she's coming back.
>Leni was a little weirded out when she found her sleeping in her bed, but she chalked it up to sleep issues.

>Lori's sleeping deeply, snoring quietly on her bed. Her legs shift and move under the sheets, before falling still.
>Hearing her familiar sleep patterns makes Leni oddly nostalgic. Even though she's been having a blast bunking in Lincoln's room, she misses her sister's noises.
>Not that Lori would ever admit to making noise.
>She's not fidgeting, or rolling back and forth. 
>Sheets not kicked off. Her pillow also isn't clear across the room.
>All good signs she's sleeping peacefully.
>Leni hesitates to wake her up.
>She knows better than anyone just how temperamental Lori can be if she's woken up early.
>But she's worried about Lincoln, and that's reason enough to risk losing an arm.
>Still, she's cautious as she approaches her bed.
>"Lori?" She tries again, her voice a whisper.
>No answer, still snoring. 
>She creeps forward a little more. Lori shudders in her slumber, adjusting her posture to get comfortable.
>"Lori, do you know where Lincoln is?"
>Still no answers. She may as well be talking to a log.
>Huh, weird. When did Lori get a hunchback?
>Then Leni notices the tuft of hair poking out under the sheets, behind her.
>A tuft of white hair.
>Her hands are shaking as she pulls back her sister's comforter.
>There he is.
>He's deep in sleep too, wrapped around her back like a baby koala.
>Lori grunts and shifts at the loss of the sheets, causing her hair to move.
>Oh God, she has a hickey.
>Oh God, his face is covered in lipstick.
>Then she sees his arms.
>One's wrapped around Lori's waist.
>The other is up her shirt.
>Leni's not a genius, but she knows full well what that grabby little hand is holding.
>She replaces the sheets and sneaks out again. She goes to Lincoln's room, curled in a ball, clutching his pillow and holding back tears.
>Questions race through her head.
>What are they doing together?
>What about Bobby?
>Is she being being replaced?
>That last one gives her pause.
>...Why does she feel jealous?

Chapter Two: Lori's Lamentations
~Fin~